



I am not sure what I expected when Callia finally brought me to the rebel camp after days of hiking. I wondered if they would kill me on sight, or if they would interrogate me, or if they would simply ignore me. I had never been good with people, even in my own world, and I knew that I was an outsider here. But Callia seemed to trust me, so I hoped that would be enough. 



As it turned out, they were happy to see me. Once they realized who I was, they welcomed me with open arms. They were excited to have a connection to the outside world, and I was excited to have finally found a place where I belonged. They told me stories of the tyrant king and the oppressive regime, and I told them stories of my own world. We sat around the fire every night, talking and laughing late into the night. 



After a while, I started to feel like I was finally home.